HUNGARIAN   SUMMER
Hungary is going to grow great and strong in Europe by such
strange chances and devices, and whether, while that goes on,
her peasants will continue to hunger vainly for the land, and her
workers for social progress.
But I still have to make an honest man of myself about Hungary.
I admired and respected Germany, though I think that the present
rulers of Germany have an obsession of self-aggrandizement and
self-commiseration, and lust for conquest and contempt for the
rights of those weaker than themselves, which is going to bring
inconceivable suffering to our Europe in my generation. I loved
Austria, although I felt that the extermination, by Italian-inspired
Fascism and the Roman Catholic Church, of the free Republic
there in 1934 was one of the first of the crimes that have im-
placably, inevitably, led Europe to the edge of a very steep place.
So with Hungary. The guilt is not all on one side. Too much
was taken from her, and some of it should have been given back
years ago, but only as the price of an armour-plated and in-
destructible arrangement, which you then could have had, to
confront any violent peacebreaker with overwhelming force. That
much being said, it is equally true that her rulers, belonging to a
small and exclusive class, have consistently pursued a policy that
puts her at the side of those opposed to domestic progress and
international peace.
But these processes are spread over many years, and in between
there are so many days to be lived, and I know few countries where
you can live them better than in Hungary. A man of my mind
and generation, who sees all the ideals of humanity and social
progress and freedom that a million Britishers died for being tossed
contemptuously away as each day passes, can only be exasperated
when he finds a country, socially backward, that still aspires to
rule over freemen of other races, that still occasionally talks in
terms of Extra Hungarian! non est vita — 'Outside Hungary there
is no life, or if there is a life, it is not like ours/
But is is nevertheless true, as Macartney wrote, and I cannot
better this phrase, that there is, and probably always was, a
peculiar beauty and abundance in Hungary, I do not agree with
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